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One 


"David!" He stood at the door of the coffee shop, looking outside. A mug of hot coffee was in one hand while 
his other hand was jammed into his jeans pocket. Shelby stood at his side, lazily wagging her tail as she also 
looked outside. 

"What?" David snapped from behind the counter. 

"This wasn't even in the forecast!" Dave pouted as he turned around. 


"What the hell do you want me to do about it?" 


Dave's shoulders slumped as he shuffled in his slippers across the shop and plopped down on a stool across 


from David. "Shelby wanted to go to the park" 
His husband made himself busy, arranging the muffins in the case. "You can still go to the park" 


"It's a fucking blizzard out there!" 


David gave him a look of warning. "| didn't make it snow, Dave." 


He immediately gave the older man a sheepish grin. "I know. I'm sorry. But it's like come out of nowhere. Look 


at how much is out there already." 
"It's Minnesota and this not your first winter here." 


The door swung open and in stepped Jamie, shaking the snow from her hood and stomping it off of her boots. 
"Holy fuck! It's insane out there!" 


"Where the hell did you come from? Don't tell me you drove in this!" 


"Drove!" She laughed. "David, they announced a state of emergency and made everybody get off the streets. | 
walked. Drudged, actually." 


"Why? You didn't have to come out. | mean, we're not exactly jam packed. | think | can handle feeding Dave 


here." 

Dave sat higher in the stool. "Feed me!" 

He received that look of warning again. "Don't be a brat." As Dave gave a little smirk and tried to raise his 
mug, a hand wrapped around his wrist. "| should switch you to decaf if you're going to be trapped in here all 
day with me." 

"No! | don't want decaf!" 


"I know you don't want it but | don't want you going stir crazy all day and making me nuts!" 


Dave gave David his best charming smile. "Would | do that to my beautiful husband who works so hard to take 


care of me?" 
"Yes. Yes, you would. Go find something to do." 


A short time later, Dave returned downstairs, dressed to go outside. He wore a pair of leggings under flannel 
lined jeans and his wool socks and winter boots, a heavy wool sweater under his coat, the hat he insisted on 
buying last winter (‘It has ear flaps, Davidl"), and a thick pair of gloves. David had to laugh, he looked like a 


marshmallow from all the layers. 
"Where are you going?" 


"Just going to try to keep up with the sidewalk. Might have to do a path around back, too. Keep that coffee 


hot for mel" 


David leaned against the counter and watched his husband shovel the sidewalk For all his whining and 
brattiness, David thought, Dave was a good, supportive man. And he loved David so much. A slow smile spread 
across David's face until he watched Dave dump a shovel full of snow onto his dog. And then the boy and his 
dog started jumping around, into the snow banks, chasing each other. He could hear Dave yelling and laughing 
and Shelby barking. David shook his head and pushed back from the counter, making his way back into the 
kitchen 


Felix from down the street shuffled through the snowy road, pulling a sled behind him. "Dave!" He yelled, waving 


an arm over his head. 
"Hey, kid! Cool sled! Are you going to the park?" Dave asked as he and Shelby sat in the snow bank. 
| was going to try but its too heavy. News said it's supposed to keep coming for another whole day!" 


"Damn! Really?" For the first time, Dave realized the implications of such a blizzard. "Do you think people are 


gonna be okay?" 

The boy shrugged. "How should | know?" 

"Want to come in and get some hot chocolate? Where's your Mom?" 
"At home. She didn't open today: 


As the neighborhood awakened, they found that Fresh Pots was the only place with an open door, something 
which David took great pride in. His goal had always been to be a safe place where people could gather and feel 
secure. As he placed another tray of cookies in the case, he reached over and switched off the cash register, 


giving Jamie a gentle smile. 


"You're crazy," She whispered. "But the best kind of crazy. What was that you were saying about not being 


jam packed?" 


David smiled and looked around again. People sat huddled together in their snow gear, hands wrapped around 
warm mugs, talking and laughing. His eyes drifted toward his husband, who was sitting at the piano with Felix 
beside him. It looked as if Dave was giving the boy yet another free music lesson. David's heart fluttered in his 
chest as he took in the gentle smile on Dave's lips as he watched Felix's fingers on the keys. There was a look 
a pure joy in Dave's twinkling dark eyes. How many times had Dave come to him and asked him to think about 
starting a family? At that very moment, for the very first time, the idea didn't completely terrify him. He 


came out from behind the bar and wandered over to stand behind Dave. 


Very gently, David started to run his fingers through Dave's hair. The younger man briefly looked up at his 


husband, giving him a smile and a soft purr before turning back to Felix and playing a few notes. 


David leaned in close and whispered in Dave's ear, "| need your help with something. IT will only take a minute, | 


promise." 

"Can | have more coffee?" 

The older man grinned and shook his head. "More decaf" 
"No deal." 

"Dave!" 


Dave laughed as he stood and turned to David, winding an arm around him and pulling him close. "Look at all 


these people, baby. You're a good man" He gave David a quick kiss. 

David led him through the shop and up the stairs to the loft, directly into the bedroom. 

The younger man got the message and quickly started to take his clothes off. 

"Wait!" David laughed. "That's not what | dragged you up here for 

"Oh" Now, he pouted. "But David." 

"Do you think this place is big enough to build a second bedroom?" 

"Huh?" 

David tilted his head and gave Dave an embarrassed grin. "A second bedroom. Like a nursery." 
He watched his husband's face positively light up. "David! Really?? Really??? You mean it?" 


The older man laughed as he was scooped up into Dave's arms and then carefully laid down on the bed. "Yeah, | 


think | do." 


Inexplicably, tears sprung to Dave's eyes as he climbed over David and peered down at him. "Oh, god, beautiful. 


| | don't know what to say." 


David wound his arms around Dave's neck. "Say you love me and then make love to me." Then he pulled him 
into a gentle kiss. 


| love you more than you can imagine. David, that you want to do this with me now means everything. Thank 


you." 


He moved his hands to Dave's face, his thumbs gently sweeping the tears off his cheeks. "Thank you for 


sharing your life and your love and your amazing, infectious spirit with me." 


Dave's lips twitched in another smile before he seized David's mouth and gave him a longer, deeper kiss. 

A couple hours later, they lay tangled in each other's arms, skin slick with sweat, and panting. They watched 
out the window as the snow continued to fall. Dave moaned softly as he licked David's salty skin on his 
shoulder. 

"Don't mind the blizzard so much anymore." He murmured. 

"Didn't think you would" David replied as he reached a hand behind him to gently ruffle Dave's hair. 

"This was your plan all along, wasn't it?" 


"Maybe." 


"Maybe?!" Dave teased as he moved up onto his knees and pushed David onto his back. "Just for that, we're 
going again!" 


"Decaf, Dave! Switch to decaf! I'm begging youl" David howled as Dave pounced on him. 


"Never!" 


